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| am victory 


Author's Notes: 
Written to fulfill one of my own wishes from 2015's A Very Kinky Rockfic Ficmas Fest. The prompt was ‘Lars 
Ulrich,Dave Mustaine (MetallicaMegadeth): knife play: 


Had fingers in my eyes, had needles in my veins / 
A knife right through my heart, | am a victory. 


The cold blade of the knife ran across the skin of the brunetts belly like a leaf drifted by the flow of a river 
making the Dane shiver. Under the redhead's warm fingertips Lars squirmed slightly, still keeping his eyes 
locked to his partner's. 


"Do you trust me?" 


The guitarist's tone was luscious and his gaze wouldn't stop caressing the other's bare chest. The younger 


man nodded before the other one gripped his neck tight. 


“Answer me" Mustaine ordered, stopping the hand who held the knife and pressing slightly the sharp tip of the 
blade into his flesh. The Dane let out a soft moan, gasping for air. 


"Y-yeah" he groaned, begging him with his eyes. "l-l trust you, Dave." 


That's when Dave's left hand started moving again against his crotch and the blade resumed its journey to the 
land of pleasure and pain. 

Lars could barely tell the moment when Dave began to kiss his neck from the one when he bit the sweet 
spots all over his chest, making him moan like a cheap slut. If there's one thing he could do very well, it was 


reducing him to a quivering mess. 

It was his sweet revenge as well as his last chance to prove Lars could still trust him and vice versa. 

It was the Dane's apology, his penance, his small, harmless amusement because, at the end of the day, he 
loved to savor a little bit of pain, he loved knowing someone else was in control and knowing that someone was 
Dave himself, the one he threw out years earlier, the one who would've never been again by his side and, at 
the same time, could've never been truly against him. 

There was some kind of thrill in knowing Dave wanted to get back at him, making him feel his pain, but he was 
too good to do that. The truth was Dave still cared, he still loved him. Yet Lars wasn't sure it could be enough 
to stop him from burying the tip of the knife deep into his tender flesh. 

"I know" the redhead whispered, his voice raspy. "I know it well, baby.’ 

He sounded almost hurt. 

Dave would've never done it, they both knew. He wasn't the scrappy brat he was once anymore. He was a man 
now, a grown-up who could deal with his shit, a business man who bore no longer a grudge against his old band 


mates, especially against the one who threw him out. He was over it. 


At least, that's what Lars was told before frenzied kisses pushed him into a hotel room, on white sheets. He 


was used to it - mostly with James when he was very drunk, wasted and frustrated. 
This time was different. It was Dave. His Dave. 


The only one he thought he could've never had. And then he surprisingly pulled out a knife and he whispered 


into Lars's ear mischievous words with a tone that almost forced him to accept the redhead's conditions. 


Get undressed. Let me handcuff your wrists to the headboard, let my blade take care of the rest. Let our 


pleasures and pains meet. 


How could he say no? 


A rivulet of blood trickled from the thin skin of his chest. 


"Oh, Lars.. If only you knew what you've gotten yourself into" he murmured close to his ear, smelling the 


sweet scent in his hair before burying himself inside of the other's body. 


